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LUCK AND PLUCK 


Hard luck has been with our football team throughout the season. 
but it has won the reputation of being the pluckiest yet. It is more 
difficult to be a good loser than an easy winner; but a game honestly 
played, with good co-operation and loyal spirit, often means more than 
a high score. This truth can be applied to our boys: And everyone in 
Middleboro High School appreciates what they have done. 

—G. A. ’26 


A NEW DRIVE 


“Stand up straight.’’ 

“Talk louder:’? 

What a nuisance! How tiresome and boring! we think. Yet it is 
allimportant. Many misunderstandings that have brought trouble and 
worry have been caused by low, mumbled speech. In our homes and in 
school distinct speech is important. It is a time-saver. A recitation 
made in plain, clear-cut words is indeed a joy and a great help in class 
work. And we are not only helping others, in speaking clearly, but we 
are helping ourselves. Then, let our drive for good posture and plain 
speaking be successful. 

Yes, sit and stand well! Speak so that the others can understand 
you! 


/ 


—G. A. ’26 


A RAINY DAY 


It is raining. The skies are weeping, and we are doing our best to 
keep them from ‘‘ weeping alone.’’ We get disagreeable and sometimes 
unbearable. Yet, with all the colored slickers brightening the campus, 
it just seems as if Mother Sky has radiated geniality so long, and 
smiled and laughed so hard, that the tears finally came. The raindrops, 
you see, are tears of laughter. After this particular outburst, Mother 
Sikty wipes her eyes with the end of her rainbow scarf and is once more 
her sunny, peaceful self. © | 

And so we must not allow a rainy day to drown an otherwise sunny 
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TWO WATER SYSTEMS COMPARED 

The Middleboro Water Works are situated on the banks of the 
Nemasket River, and are supplied from a large spring near the sta- 
tion. The water is pumped into a tank, where it is filtered through a 
bed of coke and also through a bed of sand, from which it goes into the 
reservoir and out to the mains of the town, while any extra water is 
storcd in the big tower. 

The Taunton Water Works are supplied from Lake Assawamp- 
sett. The water is pumped from the lake into the station nearby, and 
then to the Taunton station. From there it goes to the mains of the 
eity, without the filtering Middleboro water receives. 

The death rate of Taunton is said to be high. The death rate of 
Middleboro is very low, being about one and one-half percent in 1924. 
Does not her water system help account for this fact? 

—Milford Logan, ’29 


IN NATURE’S STUDIO 


'In Nature’s studio 
Her brushes he at random. 
An orange autumn sunset 
Dies in the western sky. 
Winter taps at the door— 
Nature sighs—and scrapes her palette. 
—Miriam McDonald ’27 


THE HOUSE PARTY IS LIVENED UP 


I had an agreeable surprise one night last October, when I strolled 
into my town rooms, and Griggs, my man, informed me that Charlie 
Forbes had phoned and wanted me to come out to his lodge for the 
week-end. He had also requested that I come prepared to liven up 
the party a bit. 

Now, Charlie Forbes and I have been friends since we wore short 
trousers. I helped him to elope with Millie Fay, our English Prof’s 
youngest and prettiest daughter. He yanked me out of the briny at” 
Atlantie City. So we have always been thicker than thieves. Charlie 
has a sister, Alison, who, by the way, is well worth the trip to his lodge 
to see. 

I was much pleased with my invitation, and had Griggs pack my 
bag ready for an early start. Then I went into the gun room, where 
1 keep some excellent pieces that I use in the fall. I dismantled two 
shotguns and placed them with several revolvers and three hunting 
knives in a large suitcase appropriate for just such jokes as the one I 
was intending. 

The next morning it was raining and blowing; but I expected to 
arrive about three, as the lodge is only a hundred miles up the river. 
Griggs reported that a tire had gone flat on my roadster and that Henry, 
my father’s chauffeur, would not be able to repair it for an hour and 
a half. Allin all, it was noon before I started. I hadn’t gone more than 
fifteen miles before the bumping of my rear wheel told me that my 
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tire had again gone back on me. I got out in the heavy rain, and 
prepared to make the change. I then discovered that somehow I had 
forgotten the key to the lock on my two spare tires. It took me half an 
hour to break the lock, which shows that I am either a good judge of 
locks or an inefficient burglar. 

At last, after nearly an hour and a half of delay, I was ready 
to start, wet and muddy from my recent exertions. I was in no pleas- 
ant frame of mind after this delay, and in my haste to make up for lost 
time I neglected to fill the gas tank. When I was fifteen miles from my 
destination, the engine coughed, choked, and absolutely refused to go. 
So I was obliged to walk three miles over the muddiest roads I have 
ever seen. I fancied I should ‘‘liven up’’ almost any house party with 
my muddy clothes, dirty hands, and generally bedraggled appearance. 
Why do otherwise perfectly sensible people pick out the most out-of-the 
way place for a hunting lodge? 

When I arrived, about nine o’eclock, Charlie’s eheere ereeting soon 
dispersed my gloom. As I came downstairs, Charlie asked: ‘‘I say, 
Bert, did you ever hear of a Bryant Webber? No? Well, he drove in 
here about six, said he knew I lived in the neighborhood, and so had 
looked me up. He claims to have met me a Bob Fisher’s, and says 
that Bill Samuels is a bosom friend of his.’ 

““Can’t Bay Hat I ever heard of him, though Bill Samuels is a bod 
friend of mine.’ 

‘“‘Well, I asked him to stay, since you were so late that we had 
given you up; and, to make a long story short, as the Dixons also 
dropped in, I’m awfully full up. JI was wondering if you would mind 
sharing a room with Webber.’’ 

““Mhat’s all right, Charlie,’’ I said, recalling my second suitcase 
and the possibilities it held. 

‘Mine! I’ll hunt for Alison and let her know you are here. You 
step into the dining room and tell that butler of mine to give you some. 
thing to eat. You must be about done Wyse 

I did as directed and had just taken my third bite from a sand- 
wich, when a voice exclaimed, ‘‘Why, Bert, it surely is good to see 
you!”’ 

I choked, never having learned to talk with my mouth full, and 
started forward with an indistinct, ‘‘Alison!’’ when a tanned young 
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ciant followed her into the room, further increasing my embarrassment. 

Alison continued, ‘‘I want you to be friends with Mr. Webber, and 
keep the ghosts away. When you drove in, he was so startled he 
dropped a plate; so you ean see he is nervous.’’ 

‘‘This is a great pleasure meeting you, Mr. Webber,’’ I began in 
my most dignified manner. I am sure we shall find much in common, 
as I ean tell that you are as deeply interested in spirits as I.’’ 

Just then Millie entered and ealled us to play bridge. There were 
five tables. Among the players I noticed only three with whom I was 
not already acquainted. I judged them to be the Dixons. The two 
women were loaded with jewels that were easily worth a year’s incom? 
from my very comfortable hereditary estate. 

The game broke up about midnight. JI went upstairs in advance 
of Webber, who stayed behind for a smoke with several of the other 
men. The wind was blowing a terrific gale and the rain was coming 
down in sheets, but the force of the storm made no impression on the 
stone wails of the lodge. 

Opening the suitcase containing my arsenal, I spread the contents 
on my bed. I thoroughly cleansed and then filled with water an empty 
bottle which had once contained hair tonic. The formula for the hair 
tonic required sixty-eight per cent alcohol and a mixture of severil 
more or less deadly poisons. 

I had barely finished my preparations and seated myself in a chair 
facing the door, with my armament before me and the muzzles point- 
ing toward the door, when Webber appeared on the threshold. He 
eyed me askance as I sat there, assembling a shot gun, evidently ob- 
livious of the fact that I was ruining a perfectly good bed spread. I 
finished my task and was starting to clean an automatic revolver, when 
he spoke. 

‘“What’s the idea of all the hardware? Going hunting?’’ | 

‘‘Oh, no!’’ I said, drawing a bead on his center vest button and 
snapping the hammer. ‘‘I always go to bed with these things to protect 
myself from burglars.’’ 

‘“Did you ever shoot a burglar?’’ he asked, moving out of my line 
of fire. 

‘*Yes, twice,’’ I lied. 


‘*What kind of ammunition do you use?’’ he wanted to know. 


**Oh, I never use any,’’ I assured him. ‘‘Do you know that I am 
a pistol expert, and I’m willing to pee that I can shoot a cigarette out 
of your mouth without harming you.’ 


Webber seemed disinclined to take the bet. I got out my razor, 
went into the bathroom, and started to shave. He was well on the way 
to dreams when I picked up my bottle of hair tonic and entered the 
room. 


**Oh,’’ I exclaimed, ‘‘here is a bottle of Pine’s Hair Tonic. It is 
the most wonderful hair tonic in the world. An uncle of mine put some 
instead of a shaving lotion on his face and he was obliged to shave twice 
a day for over a month before the tonie lost its power. 


Webber sat up in bed and looked at me with an expression which 
read, “‘I wonder if it would be better to put him out of his misery or 
wait and see if he doesn’t kill himself first.’’ 


‘‘Look,’’ I continued with a flourish of my razor and pointing to 
the label on the bottle, ‘‘sixty-eight per cent alcohol! Will you join 
me?’’ I secured a couple of glasses and advanced on him with the 
bottle in one hand, my razor and the two glasses in the other; one side 
of my face freshly shaved, the rest of my face, ears, and forehead heavily 
lathered with shaving soap. My roommate declined. I filled a glass 
and drank, making a horrible expression and assuring him that it was 
excellent. I then finished my shaving and went to bed, where I con- 
ducted a monologue on spirits: As my audience showed no apprecia- 
tion, I at last concluded that he was asleep and prepared to join him. 


I had seareely gone to sleep when the rattle of the rain on the win- 
dow pane roused me. 

I looked up and discovered that my roommate was. absent. Being a 
kindly soul and fearing that my actions had given him the nightmare, 
I arose, and in so doing knocked two revolvers and a shotgun on the 
floor. 

Stepping into the hall, I espied my Mr. Webber fully dressed, re- 
volver in hand, descending the stairs. I assumed that he had taken one 
of my revolvers and was ghost hunting. I stepped after him to wake 
him, but at the top of the stairs I stepped upon Bobbie’s roller skates. 
Aside from the explosion of Webber’s revolver almost directly under 
me and my crashing upon the head and shoulders of that gentleman 
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with considerable violence, I am unable to render an account of the 
next few moments. 

When I recovered my ability to take notes, I Faia that Alison was 
slopping water in generous quantities over my head, and that Webber 
with a swelling over one eye was sitting opposite me, looking moodily at 

a pile of money and jewelry before him on the table. 

| Webber kept his own counsel about my part in the affair. Letting 
events take their course, I soon found myself the hero of the occasion 
and Alison just loves heroes. 

But there is one question I cannot answer: Who really vented up that 


house party ? 
—Rockwood Haven, ’°26 


GHOSTS 


The school room was dusty and dim. The late afternoon sun sent | 
a Subdued glow of golden hght through the worn shades in the western 
windows. In one corner a lonesome spider wove a silken shroud for 
the vanished past. Deserted by ordinary human occupants, the room 
was, nevertheless, peopled by ghostly memories.— 

Sitting in a chair near the window, Aunt Cynthy Dallet tried to 
pierce the drawn shades with her old eyes and so gain a glimpse of the 
outside world. Then she sighed softly and, settling back in her chair. 
closed her eyes and dreamed pleasant day-dreams of her little home on 
the hill. Up and down the aisles between the desks a mysterious knight, 
clad in coal-black armor, paced slowly, steadily, noiselessly. Half 
under his breath he murmured impatiently, ‘‘Is it true, then, that John 
will take my very throne from me!’’ Spike-haired Jerry Cruncher in- 
vestigated the contents of the pencil sharpener, pausing from time to 
time to gaze at his rust-stained hands and mutter something about the 
‘labor of an honest man.’’ In the back corner seat near the blael:z- 
board Silas Marner counted his gold, watching it slip through his 
fingers, hearing it clink on the desk top. He worked steadily, with dee} 
concentration ; but once in a while he cast an anxious look around him, | 
as if he feared some mischance might befall his beloved gold. The 
mighty Caesar, seated at the teacher’s desk, scribbled earnestly in a 
huge record book, for the supreme puzzlement of Latin students through 
all the coming ages. 


Suddenly the quiet was broken by the noisy arrival of a new- 
comer. Utterly disregarding Caesar’s labors, he leaped upon the desk 
and began to speak fluently in a foreign tongue. Behold immortal 
Cicero, praetor, quaestor, consul—above all, orator! 

Much disturbed, Aunt Cynthy Dallet rose and with careful mine- 
ing steps moved out of earshot. Jerry Cruncher and the Black Knight 
mysteriously disappeared. Caesar scornfully gathered his Commentaries 
under his arm and marched out with military tread. 

But Cicero himself did not observe his lack of audience. With his 
thoughts concentrated wholly on Rome and Catiline, he continued his 
oration to the innocent little spider in the corner. 

—Helen Archer ’27 


THE WAYS OF THE WILD 


The sun is slowly setting in a haze of varied colors. The calm 
waters of the lake beneath pick them up and blend them with the green 
of the surrounding landscape in a manner which would satisfy the 
eyes of the most critical artist. 

The bushes bordering the lake slowly part, and silently the great 
antlers of a moose appear, followed by his huge and stately frame. He 
surveys the peaceful scene with a lordly look and then bends his neck 
to sip of the pure, crystal water. He raises his head and gives his 
antlers a toss, and the stillness is broken by a mighty blast. Higher it 
goes, quavering for a moment, reverberating amorg the hills, and then 
slowly softens into a low, plaintive sound. It is the mating call of the 
wild moose. 

Again and again it is repeated, until suddenly the animal stops to 
listen for the answering note. Shortly he is rewarded, for from the 
hills comes another plaintive blast. The moose leaves the lake. A series 
of bellows follows, the deep roar of the male contrasting with the more 
timid response of the female. 

Nearer and nearer they approach, when all at once a challenging 
bellow is heard, and another of the species appears. He is young, chal- 
lenging for the first time. 7 

The two rivals circle around—the challenger young, eager; the 
other wary, a veteran of many battles. Suddenly the young buck 
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charges. Craftily the other sidesteps, and taking advantage of his op- 

portunity charges in turn. He is successful, striking his opponent 

squarely in the side. There is a grinding crash and it is all over. 
Then a mighty bellow, a plaintive blast, and silence again settles 


over the lake. 
—Carlton Holloway ’ 


THANKSGIVING 


Come, all ye busy people, come ; 
Hoard up the winter’s store; 

Pile up the autumn’s harvest high 
Amid the north wind’s roar. 


Hew down and haul from yonder wood 
The trees of birch and pine, 

To fill the woodbox by the fire. 
And warm your house and mine. 


Now let us all give thanks to God 
For keeping us alive, 
And ask from Him his help, that we 
For better things may strive. 
Charles Mayhew ’29 


GRANDMA’S DREAMS 


She sits there silently thinking back 
To the days when she too, was young. 
She thinks of the wonderful dresses they wore, 
And the beautiful songs they sung. 


Then she thinks of today with its whirls and Jann, 
Its powders, its paints, and its creams. 
I wonder if when we are aged and gray, 
We, too, will share Grandma’s dreams. 
—Myra Standish ’26 
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MUCH TO DO ABOUT EVERYTHING, OR ALL SWELL THAT 
ENDS SWELL 

Place: the college town of Hanover. 

Characters: Nathaniel Stutely (back from Hades); Joe College 
from Arkansas). 

Nat. Stutely (just landing in the cold and cruel world). Forsooth 
and I like not this modern world. I do-miss the good old days of Lon- 
don. (Seeing girl flapping down the street) These maidens have little 
modesty, with petticoats above the knees. ’Tis not seemly. Methinks 
things go from bad to worse. These college youths about me are as 
infants to the university men of old London. 

(Enter Joe College, who taps him on shoulder). 

Joe: How about a light, old man? 

Nat: A leght, forsooth! Dost not find light enow? 

Joe: Well, what the devil! 

Nat: Nay, gentle youth, I am mistook. 

Joe: Toddle along with me and sleep it off at the frat-house. 
Where’d you get it—masquerade? 

Nat: In faith, I understand thee not. Dost wish that I go with thee? 

Joe: Never mind, old top. Here comes Cop Parker with his buzz- 
wagon. He'll tote us round to ‘‘Beta.”” Parker can speed without get- 
ting hauled in. You’re masquerading, kid, and ace let that skip you. 
Cops won’t be any too friendly. . 

(The bewildered Nat is unceremoniously propelled foneede the 
flivver ). 

Joe: (Wisely to Parker) Just a poor dub I picked up. Masquerade 
last night. No chance to sleep it off. You know how tis. He acts as 
though it must have been pretty hot stuff. 

Nat: I’faith, | am befuddled sadly. Forsooth, there is none hke 
_ this in Hades. Never, in all my days, hath Twelfth } Aan brought a 
masque like this! 

Joe: (Entering frat-house) Cheerio! Just eye what the wind blew 
around the corner. (Turning to Nat) What’s your inscription, man? 

Nat: They call me Nathaniel Stutely;.Nat Stutely to my friends. 

Joe: Nat? K. O. boys. It’s best to humor him so that he won’t get 
violent. 

Nat: How now, good friends! This meeting doth please me greatly. 
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Crowd of boys: Well, he sure has got it bad! 

(Loud explosion heard from direction of boiler-room. Sound of 
running feet in corridor. Scene changes from peace to pieces. In en- 
suing confusion, Nat is roughly dragged to street. A few moments of 
utter bewilderment. Then—) | 

Nat: (Bedraggled and weary, slowly wending his way homeward) 
Methinks this world befitteth me ill. I’d best return to the still warmer 
clime of Hades. (Exit) | 

Written by | 
Barbara Pratt ’°28 
Constance Chase ’28 
Hazel Farrington ’28 ~ 


THE FOX AND THE GRAPES 


The grapes hung high above his head; 
With upturned eyes he glared. 

His looks belied the words he said,— 
‘‘As if anybody cared !’’ 


He turned to go, yet changed his mind 
He jumped again and missed. 

‘With all my wiles a way I’ll find 
To get them yet,’’ he hissed. 


He turned to go, yet changed his mind. 
He thought they soon would fall. 
Resorted he to prayer and song, 
And wished that he were tall. 


And when at last the sun arose, 
And ’twas his breakfast hour, 
Said he, while turning up his nose, 
‘‘T’m sure they must be sour.’’ 
~—Lorna Mae Paquin ’28 


Porter (on Pullman) : “‘Shall I brush you off, sir?”’ 
Sammy Wells: ‘‘No, I’ll get off the usual way.’’ 
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FOOTBALL + PHYLLIS = DISASTER 


A rich looking Marmon took its place in the line of cars parked at 
the upper end of the football field. A young fellow enveloped in a long 
fur coat jumped out of the door and ran to assist the pretty girl getting 
out the other door. He conducted her to that part of the bleachers 
reserved for the cheering section, talking eagerly all the while. 

“Gee, Phyllis!’’ he was saying, ‘‘I’ve been wanting to bring you 
to this game for a long time. Awfully glad you could come!’’ 

The young lady addressed, a sparkling brunette of about eighteen 
years, smiled rather vaguely, and continued to take stock of the clothes 
on the other girls. She did hope Betty Carver would be there, because 
Kenneth looked pretty nice in that raccoon coat, and the Marmon was 
a peach of a car, and Betty had been trying to get an invitation from 
Ken for the past two months; Phyllis thought it would be too exasper- 
ating if her rival missed her triumphal entrance. Finally, settling 
down in her seat after having caught Betty’s envious glance upon. her, 
she turned to her escort and said, ‘Oh, Ken! I don’t know a thing 
about this game! You won’t mind explaining a little, will you?’’ 

Kenneth thought he’d be willing to explain the most technical 
subject on earth when she looked at him like that. He hoped she’d 
taken notice of his coat and the Marmon. Incidentally, he hoped that 

his Dad wouldn’t discover the absence of the car, and that Mr. Glen- 

wood, the father of his pal, Jim, wouldn’t miss the coat which the 
latter had generously loaned him. However, abandoning eare, he pro- 
ceeded to do as Phyllis asked. 

‘«M™hose,’’ he said, ‘‘are the yard lines. They begin at the fifteen 
yard line down there.’’ 

‘*Oh, yes!’’ said Phyllis absently, wondering whose car Kitty Graham 
was sitting in—and five minutes later she couldn’t understand why Ken 
sighed when she asked him to explain again, as she hadn’t quite under- 
stood! Then, as the game started she was silent for awhile, and Ken 
thought she was really interested, at last. He didn’t know she was won- 
dering who Number 17 was. She thought he had lovely broad shoulders, 
and decided: to look him up at school the next day. 

Suddenly she exclaimed: ‘‘Why on earth does our team have to 
get way up to that goal? The fellow with the ball should go for that 
one in back of him—lIt’s much nearer, and he wouldn’t get mauled so!”’ 


elo: ae | pbs H ba stal Cohan Ms 


Ken blushed upon hearing audible titters from the rear. Then, 
squaring his, shoulders, he tried to straighten things out in her mind. 
He didn’t help much. She supposed he was right, but it really seemed 
much simpler the other way. Kenneth gasped, and as she looked at him 
with a frown, turned back to the players. Immediately he was on his 
feet, cheering at the top of his lungs, for his team had made the final 
touch-down and the score was 14-6. But his joy didn’t last, for Phyllis 
pulled at. his sleeve. 

‘Sit down!’’ she said. ‘‘You’ll attract too much attention! What 
are you yelling for, anyhow?’’ } 

Losing all patience, Ken blurted out, ‘‘Ye gods! If that’s all you 
know, I don’t see what you came to the game for!’’ 

‘‘T really don’t understand why I came with you, myself,’’ said a 
cold voice at his side. 

In deep silence they left their seats and got into the ear. They were 

half way to Phyllis’ house when Ken realized that she was a pretty 
~ decent kid, and if he kept her away from ball games they’d probably 
get on splendidly; so he spoke. 

‘‘T’m sorry I got sore—and I’ll say ‘quits’ if you will. I’d like to 
take you to the play next week if you’ll let me, Phyllis.”’ 

But by this time Phyllis knew she was going to look up Number 
17 the next day, and she replied, ‘‘Thank you, Kenneth, but I don’t 
intend to go anywhere with a person who flies into a rage at a few 
simple questions! Good bye!”’ 

As the car stopped, she jumped out and ran into the house. Ken- 
neth drove home thoughtfully. When, upon turning into his own drive, 
he saw his father waiting for him, he decided that girls and football 
games weren’t all they were cracked up to be. 

—Helen Fleming ’26 
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TOM O’ THE BLUEB’RY PLAINS 


Under the sky of a shadowless blue 
Trudges Tom 0’ the Blueb’ry Plains, 
Towards home, his home, 

Among the blueb’ry bushes. 


Uneommon tall is he, 

With a sandy beard 

And a mop of tangled hair 
Straggling ‘neath his torn straw hat. 


Tom is one of God’s fools, 

A loose-footed pilgrim m our world; 
A poor addle-pated, simple-minded, 
Harmless natural is he. 


His roof is the blue vault of heaven 
With all God’s stars for lamps. 
His bed is an old horse blanket 
Stretched over a pine-needle couch. 


When winter comes on, 

They drag him to the village poorhouse ; 
But twelve hours later 

He is back in his old bed. 


Thrice they carry him to the poorhouse. 
Then his home is burned— 
Poor Tom 0’ the Blueb’ry Plains! 
Retold from a story by Kate Douglas Wiggin 
—Roy Rounseville ’27 


An Irish cavalryman was found by his officer dismounted from 
his horse. 

‘Did you have orders from headquarters?”’ 

‘‘No, sir, from hindquarters.”’ 


EXCAANGE 


In our June issue we were pleased to note that the year 1925 had. 
creatly increased our exchanges. We encourage our other-town friends 
to favor us as soon as possible with their papers, and hope this year to 
add many more to our list. 

We have been glad to receive ‘‘The Tattler,’’ Nashua, New Hamp- 
shire. This is an interesting paper. The cuts are exceptionally clever. 

The ‘‘Jabberwock,’’ Girls’ Latin School, Boston, Mass.: We like 
your magazine. Your literary editors are certainly on the job. The 
Hallowe’en cover is most attractive. | 

‘“Belmont Junior High School Enterprise’’: We enjoyed reading 
your magazine very much. You have a good exchange department. 

‘The Tauntonian Item,’’ Taunton, Mass.: You have a very eredit- 
able paper. Why not introduce a few poems? 

‘““The Pilgrim,’’ Plymouth, Mass.: Yours is an excellent paper in 
every way and does full credit to your school. 

‘‘The Boston University News,’’ the only college paper on our 
exchange list, is a splendid example of what a competent staff and an 
interested school can accomplish. It contains many contributions 
which are of interest to us, as well as to the students of B. U. Ina 
recent issue was a short article about Dallas Lore Sharp, from which 
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we quote for our juniors and seniors, as they have all made some 
acquaintance with his writings. 

Mr. Sharp, one of the most renowned authors on nature subjects. 
was associated with the English Department of C. L. A., (B. U.), for 
twenty-three years. He received his A. B. from Brown in 1895, his 
Ss. TI. B. from B. U. in 1899, and his Litt. D. from Brown in 1917. He 
was engaged as assistant librarian at C. L. A., Boston University, in 
1899, and became a full professor of the same institution in 1909. He 
is no longer a regular professor, but is engaged in the work of author 
and lecturer. 

—), D. 726 


“‘T hear that Jones left everything he had to an orphan asylum.’’ 
‘Is that so? What did he leave?’’ 
**Seven children.’’—Pattan’s Monthly. 


Cop: ‘‘Hey! Where are you going? Don’t you know this is a one- 
way street?’ | 

Abe: (in a new car): ‘‘Vell, I’m only going von vay, ain’t I?’’ 
—The Beacon. 

She: ‘‘ What do they paint the inside of a chicken coop for?”’ 

He: ‘‘To keep the hens from picking the grain out of the wood.”’ 
—The Beacon. 


Wise Senior: ‘‘You a good typist, and can’t put a ribbon on?’’ 
Sophie : ‘‘Can Paderewski tune a piano?’’—The Beacon. 


Restaurant Manager (to orchestra conductor) : ‘‘I wish you’d dis- 
play a little more tact in choosing the music. We’ve got the National 
Association of Umbrella Manufacturers here this evening, and you’ve 
just played ‘It Ain’t Gonna Rain No More.’ ’’—Literary Digest. 


A girl who stutters somewhat was talking to a friend. “‘Do you 
always stutter?’’ asked the friend. 

‘N-n-n-n-o,’’ came the deliberate reply; ‘‘O-o-o-only when I 
t-t-t-talk.’’—Boston University News. 
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We are glad to extend a hearty welcome to our new teacher-friends. | 
Mr. MacGown, faculty manager of the football team, is a “‘loyal son 
of Dartmouth.’’ He was at Littleton, Massachusetts, last year. Mr. 
Wilbur comes to us from South Middleboro, every day. In 1925 he’ 
was in Harvard Summer School. His college is B. U. Mrs. Bickford, 
from Avon High School, is a graduate of Wellesley. Miss Stearns, an- 
other graduate of B. U., taught last year in Ashby High School. Miss 
Rankin, a Tufts alumna, spent last year in post-graduate study at B. U. 
Miss Comley, graduate of the New School of Art in Boston, was formerly 
supervisor of drawing at Ware. 

Near the reopening of school, intelligence tests were given to the 
freshmen. We wonder if anybody is sorry that results have not been 
posted. It is rumored that certain of ‘‘our youngest’’ were very eager 
to have Miss Stearns and Miss Rankin return their ‘‘arithmetic 
tests.’’ 

Season tickets for the football games were distributed around the 
school and among the townspeople to raise money for the football equip- 
ment. Mr. MaecGown might say, ‘‘Cast your tickets upon the waters 
and they. will return after many days.”’ 
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Friday is getting to be synonymous with school vacations, school 
having been let out for Brockton Fair, Teachers’ Convention and Teach- 
ers’ Visiting Day. When these vacations were announced in assembly, 
it was noticeable that the school body showed their gratitude much 
more openly than the serious-minded faculty. 

_ Both glee clubs have started this fall with a large attendance. The 
girls’ glee club is featuring the cantata ‘‘Cinderella’’ for the midyear 
concert. The orchestra is increased by several instruments which—shall 
we say only in part or more than make up for last year’s losses. 

Miss Mae Drescher, one of the M. H.S. faculty of last year, is now 
teaching history in the high school at Hartford, Connecticut. Miss 
Kidith Leach and Miss Dorothy White are teaching English and Latin, | 
respectively, in Malden junior high schools. Miss Evelyn Wells is 
drawing instructor in Fairhaven. | : 

We expect the Vocational Bulletin posted in the hall to be the 
source of great profit to us all. Mr. Wilbur, who is in charge, will 
appreciate any contributions to the aforesaid bulletin. 

The beautiful medal awarded yearly by the Massachusetts chapter 
of the Sons of the American Revolution was this fall given to Virginia 
Cunningham for her excellence in American history in 1924-5. 

The school chorus has made a fine beginning this year in learning 
new sones in ‘‘Song Classics,’’ which we are sure the publie will enjoy 
even more than previous music. 

The first live art exhibit, and, it is to be hoped, the last this year, 
eraced (?) the platform in chapel a few weeks ago. We are shocked 
that one of our highly esteemed students should so conduct himself as 
to bring this particular form of disgrace upon his august self, and 
thereby considerably demolish the equilibrium of our assembly. 

The latest addition to the many musical activities of the school is 
a BAND, whose debut at the football rally on the 4th of November was 
marked with such success that they actually felt encouraged to appear 
at the game with Bridgewater. It is to be noted, although we will pass 
over the fact quickly, that we lost that game. Beyond this, we make few 
statements, except to remark that our drum-major, cornetist, manager, 
in short the life of the party, (for we guarantee that the thing has life’, 
is no less than our principal, Mr. Nickerson. 

The following students have won awards on the various typewriting 
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machines so far this year: 

Remington, silver pins: Dorothy Keyes, Lillian Nielsen. 

Certificates, Remington: Lucy Davis, Eleanor Fessenden, Ruth 
Hardy; Royal: Helen Boyce, Ruth Hardy, Rose Peranian ; Underwood : 
Kathryn Ramsdell, Olga Sipolin; L. C. Smith: Ruth Hardy, Hazel 
Marble, Kathryn Ramsdell. | : 

The O. A. T. (Order Artistic Typists) certificate, issued by the 
Gregg Writer for the month of October, was awarded the following 
pupils: Hazel Marble, Rose Peranian, Dorothy Thomas, Florence — 
White, Helen Boyce. 

From the bits of khaki that were seen dodging in and out of our 
crowd during the week of November 7, many guessed that it was Girl 
Scout Week. 

We are proud of our Honor Roll. We hope and expect to make 
many additions at the close of next term, so that by Christmas it wiil 
not only equal but exceed all previous records. We sincerely congratn- 
late anyone whose name has already appeared. | 


An amazing thing has happened to M. H. S. It actually possesses 
some electric lights in the halls. It was so unbelievable that at first 
several students snapped them on in the daytime to become convinced 
of this illuminating fact. 


Armistice Day, November 11, could not be passed over uneele- 
brated.. The Governor’s Proclamation was read, with its well-deserved 
tribute to our Nation’s brave soldiers, and its expression of hope that 
no more need sacrifice their lives in war. Mr. Nickerson urged the 
coming citizens to try to settle international disputes peacefully, if 
possible. 


Everyone had been anticipating the Middleboro High School play, | 
Mother Carey’s Chickens, given November 13 and 14. The parts were 
well taken, and the audience appreciative. The actors had worked hard 
and enthusiastically for over a month. Much credit is due them, 4s 
well as all those who assisted in the presentation : the coach, Mrs. Childs; 
faculty manager, Miss Sweet; Mr. Tillson, scenic artist; and Mrs. Cul- 
hane, who was in charge of selling candy at the performances. Mr. 
Nickerson spent considerable time looking for a suitable play which 
everyone would enjoy, as well as something ‘‘different.’’ The resulting 
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play justified his search. The net returns from the play, $385.98, are 
to go toward music, athletics, and a library for the school. 


Edueation Week has been again observed in Middleboro. Tuesday 
night, November 17, a community mass meeting took place in the town 
hall. ‘The schools of the town gave recitations and musical selec- 
tions during the evening. An appropriate and helpful lecture on 
“Some Ideals of Education’’ was given by Mr. Fred H. Nickerson, 
Superintendent of the Quincy schools. 

On Wednesday our high school was open to the parents for visiting. 
A small number came in the morning; more came in the afternoon, from 
three to five. in the evening our principal gave an informal talk to 
the parents on school and home problems. Before and after this talk 
conversations took place between the teachers and their visitors. There 
is a general feeling that such conversations and such days are worth 
while. Come again, friends! 

The Poetry Club meets with Mr. Nickerson on Friday afternoons. 
The individual members write poems which are submitted to criticism 
by the club. Mr. Nickerson’s reading of poetry is a very pleasant part 
of the meeting. 

On Monday evening, November 30, the Sachem staff, with their 
faculty advisers and Mr. Nickerson as guests, had a merry gathering. 
Members of the staff, under the kind direction of Mrs. Alec Eaton, had 
prepared a delicious repast. ‘‘Christmasy’’ table decorations and clever 
place cards added festivity. After the banquet, Mr. Nickerson reac 
Masefield’s Dauber to an appreciative group of listeners; Miss Ford 
sang some well-chosen songs, one Woof Woof, being sung by special re- 
quest and Thomas Maddigan entertained with a reading Columbus, and 
his song of ‘‘ Mother Carey’’ fame. The coming Sachem drive was dis- 
cussed, although business soon gave way to a holiday mood. When many 
hands had made light work of clearing up, everybody gathered around 
the piano and sang, each to his own enjoyment and satisfaction, a reper- 
toire including Home Sweet Home and Red Hot Rastus Brown, and clos- 
ing with Good Night, Ladies! In that fine old phrase, *‘a good time was 


had by all.’’ | 
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. ADLLY JESTINGS | 
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‘“Spell Harrison,’’ they told the Cockney lad. 
‘‘Haitech, hay, har, har, hey, hess, hoh, hen spell ’Arrison,’’ he said. 


Thibault: ‘‘Why is the word ‘ship’ always feminine?’’ 
Mr. Wilbur: ‘‘Because it has so much rigging!’’ 


High grade excuses for sale or to let. Apply to Samuel Wells, 
Room 6, 


Bill Shannon threatens to get mad some day and go out with a girl. 


Mr. Wilbur says that anything that is old and dilapidated is poeti- 
eal. According to that, his Ford and our high school aren’t wholly 
valueless! 


Mr. Nickerson’s urgent pieas for cheers to back up the men on the 
football team have been well received by at least one person—For Mary 
B— surely does Holloway much of the time. 


When Wheeler plays the bass (or should we say base?) horn, he 
worries some of our freshmen terribly. They’re afraid he will lose his 
cheek. 


A freshman book-keeping student was quite upset the other day, 
when she said she couldn’t get her work done as she had hurt her wrist. 
Mr. Sears said nothing, but turned George Washington’s face to the 
wall. 
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Mr. Nickerson (speaking to class in corridor of third floor) : ‘‘ Well, 
-you’re upin the air now!”’ 
Mumble: ‘‘ Yes, but there’s not much of it.’’ 


Miss Brink: ‘‘Oh, Mr. Sears! I’ve got my trial balance!’’ 
Mr. Sears: ‘‘ Well! Shall we take a holiday ?’’ 


Scene: Latin I, A 
Class is studying vocabulary, and come to reduco. The teacher asks 
for a derivative, and ‘‘Reduce’’ comes back strong and loud. 
‘*Yes,’’? Mr. W. says, ‘“‘that is what some of us need to do.”’ 
All laugh except the very buxom girl, who murmurs, ‘‘So insult- 
ing!”’ 

The teacher is a bit sorry, and to square himself says ‘‘ When you 
see reduco, think of me; I used to weigh about thirty pounds more than 
now.’’ , 

Promptly the plump one asks, ‘‘ How much did you weigh then?’’ 
And the teacher concludes weakly, ‘‘More than a gentleman 


ought.’’ 


Latin I A, once more.—Papers are called in near the beginning of 
the period. Dorothy Childs demurs, ‘‘I have written all my lesson on 
that paper, and if I pass it in I shan’t know anything.’’ 


‘“Rebecea was accused of whitchery.’’—One of our Freshmen. 

‘“‘The elephant gave the man his trunk.’’—Another of the Fresh- 
men. 

‘“A gleeman was one who rose early in the morning to gleam.’’ 
an Mi. S. Junior. 


Mrs. Franklin, who had recently returned from an extensive tour, 
was relating some of her experiences to her friend, Mrs. Newton, who 
had only recently acquired riches. ‘‘Yes, while we were in Egypt, we 
visited the pyramids. They were literally covered with hieroglyphics,’’ 
said she. 

‘‘Ueh!’’ replied Mrs. Newton. ‘‘Wasn’t you afraid some of ’em 
would get you?’’—Harper’s Magazine. 
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The editor of this column had the pleasure of visiting the last Bos- 
ton Radio Show held in the Mechanics Building. The building was | 
divided into booths in which space had been rented by many companies 
prominent in radio circles. All the modern devices of wireless were on — 
exhibition. Every kind of set, from the one first used in the army to 
the present day super-heterodynes, could be seen. An interesting fea- 
ture in the development of radio is the present type of loud-speaker. 
Many models of the cone-type were displayed at the various booths, the 
straight-line-frequency condenser being also much in evidence. 

The main attraction of the afternoon was the broadcasting direct 
from the hall of the building. While WNAC was putting a program of 
dance music on the air, a set in the building picked it up and rebroad- 
east it to the crowd by means of a bevy of loud-speakers suspended 
from the ceiling. As soon as the W. N. A. C. announcer in the hall 
spoke into his ‘‘mike,’’ the crowd heard it distinctly through the horns. 
The orchestra was in full view. It is difficult to describe the feeling 
of a fan who is seeing broadcasting for the first time, but there is a 
real thrill in it. 

Another feature of the show was the radio-controlled automobile. 
This automobile is equipped with apparatus so that it is controlled 
through the thickest of traffic. This phase of the wireless has great 
possibilities. 

The exhibition makes one realize what a wonder the radio is, and 
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how much it has developed. The development is easily seen by com- 
parison of the first sets with the latest models. And yet how little we 
really know about what radio can accomplish! As we note the changes 
made in the past, we may also turn our thoughts to the future. Un- 
doubtedly great things are in store. 

_ In a recent issue of ‘‘ Popular Science’’ we read of the discovery of 
radio-active water. This is intended to build up the human body and 
increase its efficiency. Water is made radio-active by being kept in a 
container lined with porous radium-ore, until ready for use. 

Among recent developments in radio is the new allocating or 
straight-line-frequenecy condenser. Each dial degree from one to one 
hundred represents ten kilocycles, thus spreading out the stations 
equally over all the dial. In some old-type condensers the lower haif 
of the dial was frequently crowded. 

Our army officers must be given credit for their ingenuity. Not 
long ago, the netting-cord of one of their balloons met with an accident ; 
they rose to the occasion and repaired it without damaging the gas hag. 
They obtained an extension ladder from a local fire department and 
raised that over the balloon, while some one went up and repaired the 
damage. : 

The German aviation experts are not far behind. They havs 
adopted a new method of starting a motorless glider on its flight. <A 
motorcycle fastened to the glider pulls it along the ground until it has 
attained enough speed to rise. A touch of a lever releases a tow-rope. 
so that the glider soars aloft under its own power in an attempt to 
achieve a new record. 
| et Be aG 


Lady of the House: ‘‘ Now be careful of the floors. I’ve just had them 
polished.”’ 
Plumber: ‘‘Oh, that’s all right. I won’t slip, Ma’am. I’ve got 
nails in my shoes.’’ 


Gladys: ‘‘Foot-ball games are so intoxicating, aren’t they?’’ 
John: ‘‘ Well—there is a lot of kick in them.”’ 
—H. F. ’26 and T. M. ’27 
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This first issue of the Sachem, while last year is still fresh: in our 
minds, seems to be the proper time to speak of the class of 1925. 


Four of this class, Dorothy Goodale, Florence Huntley, Leah Bou- 
tin, and Florence Robinson are taking post-graduate courses here in 
M.H.S. ) 

Some are working in town, or are at home. Theodore Churchill is 
with Alger Paper Box Co. Richard Hinckley is working for M. I. 
Hinckley, Jeweler. Louis Lepre is employed by Woolworth’s Five and 
Ten Cent Store. Gwendolyn Mackillop is assistant eataloguer at the 
public library. John Thomas works at George E. Keith’s. Duehurst 
DeBrusk is with Leonard, Shaw & Dean’s. Caroline Elliott is with Su!- 
livan & Sullivan. Anna Manwaring is employed by Sullivan & Sut- 
livan. Phyllis Owens is a stenographer at Stetson & Clark’s. Ruth 
Skillings works at the Co-operative Bank. Charles Dennett is at home 
in Plympton. Edith Logan is with Sou'e’s' Furniture Co. Evelyn 
Tate is at home in Plympton. Harold Wall works at Maxim’s.. Heten 
Shaw is employed by Winthrop & Atkins. Alberta Reed is in the tele- 
phone exchange. Arthur Shaw is working at home. Marion Robinson 
is at home in Lakeville. Amy Kelley is employed by the Cape Cod Por- 
trait Co. Lawrence Carver is employed in Charles Byran’s Studio. 


Many have gone on to higher schools. Helen Fagan and Evelyn 
Norris are at Bridgewater Normal School: John Garfield is at Amherst 
College. Harold Babbitt is at the University of New Hampshire. 
Francis Ryder attends Phillips Exeter Academy. Stanley Bailey attends 
assachusetts Agricultural College. George Kennedy, Alexander 
Wright and Ralph Stevens are at Dartmouth. Joseph Mineiky is 
at Deane Academy. Lawrence’ MeClusky is at Rhode Island State Col- 
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lege. Florence Newkirk is at Gordon College. Hilda Shurtleff attends 
the Leslie Kindergarten school. Gordon Smith is at Boston University, 
C. lL. A. Dayid Griswold is at Vermont Academy. George Thomas is at 
Brown University. Chester and Merton White are at Northeastern 
University. Cecil Gibbs attends Wentworth Institute. James Carter is 
at an aviation school in Taunton. Joseph Giberti is at the Massachusetts 
school of Pharmacy. Madeline Duncklee is at North Adams Normal 
school. 


A Few Best Sellers, 1925 


The Bookanier has been asked to recommend a few books for holi- 

day purchase. He suggests the following recent publications: 

““My Experiences on a Trolley-Car.’’ 
By John Pearson, instructor in the College of Hard Knocks. Published 
by the Lovers’ Press, Inc. On sale at Sullivan’s News Stand. Only $5 
a throw. 

The author is an authority on the subject of trolley-cars, havinz 
ridden on them so much that if the distance of all his journeys were 
laid end to end, it would go around the world once, with enough left 
over for another trip to North Lakeville. The story is one of splendid 
sacrifice of time and money in an effort to obtain happiness. Moreover, 
these pages contain accounts of thrilling adventures. For instance: 
one night, while the author was escorting his lady-friend home, the trol- 
ley jumped the tracks, the lights went out, and he found himself thrown 
into someone’s arms. The story is a gripping novel of the heart-break- 

ing type. . 
| ‘“How to Catch Wild Animals’’ 

By Winthrop Clark, woodsman. The Tillson Press, Middleboro. 99 
cents. 

Mr. Clark is well fitted to write on this subject. He was born and 
brought up in the outskirts of a small New England town, where he was 
-unexcelled in trapping methods and dodging tactics. An unusual fea- 
ture is the salubrious scent which pervades the story. Because of this, 
the reader receives an unforgettable impression. Buy the book for your 
boy for a holiday gift. 
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‘‘The Road to North Middleboro’’ 

By Prof. E. A. Cox, Boston University. The Highprice Publishing 
Company, Boston. $8.00. 

The story describes the beauty of the country. It contains an ex- 
cellent map of the road from Middleboro to North Middleboro, the 
author having carefully traced out the ‘‘longest way round.’’ ‘To quote 
from Mr. Cox: ‘‘ Every inch of ground she steps on is precious to me.’’ 
The only criticism we make is that the author has named his heroine 
Ruth. 

‘‘Memoirs of a High School Shetk’’ 

By Carlton Holloway, author of ‘‘Maytime Wives,’’ ‘* Foolish 
Wives,’’ ete. Samuel Wells Publishing Company, $2.50. 

‘Two pathetic moments are when the unfortunate hero falls down 
stairs, breaking nearly all his arms and legs and is carried to the hos- 
pital almost unconscious; and when the poor fellow spends two hours 
and a half trying to get his tie arranged correctly. 

‘<The Spectre of Quaint Old Lakeville’’ 

“By J. Benson, Esq. Published by the East Taunton Publishing Com- 
pany. Price, 10 cents; three for 25 cents. 

‘In this romance the action at first is sleepy and slow. Some parts 
of the plot could have been quickened in speed, but according to Benson 
haste would have spoiled the effect. As the story progresses, however, 
there are vivid descriptions of the author’s moonlight walks about Loon 
Pond, while he looks for the mysterious Auburn-Haired Spook. These 
seenes are really exciting. The ending of the story brings tears of 
joy to the reader’s eye, for he learns that the Speok is only 
but you’d better read the story and find out for yourself. Extra clerks 
will be employed in the five and ten cent store to accomplish the large 
sale expected for Benson’s latest book. 


“You might as well admit your guilt,’’ said the detective. ‘‘The 
man whose house you broke into positively identifies you as the burg- 
lar.’? 

‘‘That’s funny,’’ said the burglar. 

‘*What’s funny ?’’ asked the detective. 

‘‘How could he identify me when he had his head under the bed 
clothes all the time I was in his room?”’ , 
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SUMMARY OF 1925 FOOTBALL SEASON 


The line-up for the first half of the season was as follows: 


Bremer t anil: hk. Weemati) -f.gos. wten ves ends 
ere ar low 262s 0) Ya ihen ¢ u wiuselaces tackles 
Beperemsois NOTTIS,; Pearsons. «lie. so) ouards 
MEI TD pce noe eue By tas ae center 
Et. OUNStONG yan veh. ce uirte aides fullback 
LOW AV, DCTISON 0) ase. oieus cies soe oe halfbacks 
a ET RS Rae at, Samer .... quarterback 


Because of injuries to Johnstone and Pearson in the Hingham 
game, and also because of the ineligibility of other players who had pre- 
viously been able to play, the line-up for the last half of the season 
underwent a considerable change: 
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Rem Oe el ANOUTIS hoi tie ata ae rea oA geuards 
EEE, CGI SAA RRR Reena ere oes Cage eek ete center 
MRE MY ie sone Ln fee) Sg cose Ae quarterback 
Benoa  boucher.. 3. /euiuneawe sie halfbacks 
BMY ORT AN ey sirade rset. yu Loe fullback 


September 25 we were beaten by Taunton in our first game, by 
the score 26-0. The Taunton team outweighed us and consisted of 
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practically the same players as last year, while most of our men were 
ereen and had never played together before. 

The following Thursday we met Plymuoth, our old rival. In this 
came we were defeated by the Pilgrim City boys by the score of 18-7. 
We showed great improvement over our last game. Our score was — 
made shortly after a fumble recovered by Pearson on Plymouth’s thirty 
yard line, when Johnstone, having received a well-executed forward 
pass from Shannon, easily eluded the Plymouth backs and plunged 
across the goal line. Benson later added another tally by booting the 
pigskin over the bar. 

Saturday, October 10, we journeyed to New Bedford, where we lost 
at the hands of the Vocational warriors. The first period we outplayed 
the Whaling City lads, with Johnstone and Shannon making long 
gains. In the other periods our opponents had the edge on us. 

October 17 we played Hingham and were again kept from the 
long end of the score. In this game we lost two of our most valuable 
men, Johnstone and Pearson, who were badly hurt. One of the re- 
markable features of the contest was the excellent playing of Hing- 
ham’s one-armed half-back, Capt. McNeil, who scored the only touch- 
down. 

The New Bedford High game was cancelled, on account of ineligi- 
bility, and of injuries to our men in the Hingham contest. 

Friday, October 30, we went to Abington, where we once more met ~ 
defeat. This proved to be one of the best games of the season with 
Boucher and Shannon carrying the ball for long gains. The two teams 
were about evenly matched, but the Old Town boys were presented with 
horseshoes. | | 

The following Thursday the Bridgewater cohorts took revenge for 
former beatings received from us, by piling up a 19-0 seore. Our new 
quartette made large gains while carrying the ball, but were unable to 
_ break up the excellent pass work of the Bridgewater boys. 


November 5 we defeated the Braintree H. S. team. Early in the 
game the boys from Braintree scored on a trick play. But Middleboro 
pushed the ball down the field, and Boucher finally knocked the pigskin 
over for a touchdown. Our next touchdown was made by Benson, who 
plunged through the line and made a thirty-yard run. Wheeler, Cahill 
and Miszkinis showed up well in the line, while the entire backfield 
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played an excellent game. The score was 13-12. 

Friday, November 20, we journeyed to Falmouth. Here we again 
went down to defeat, although we stood up well against the strong Fal- 
mouth team. Boucher and Shannon were the stars for Middleboro, 
while Shehan was the ground-gainer for Falmouth. 

Thanksgiving day we were defeated by the Alumni in a close con- 
test. After a series of fumbles, the High School gained possession ot 
the ball-and began a slow march toward the enemy’s goal. Clough took 
the ball over for the High school’s only touchdown; but later Benson 
failed in the kick. During the last quarter, Draghetti, having inter- 
cepted a pass, ran thirty yards for a touchdown, tying the score. Shortly 
after, he drop-kicked a goal, putting the Alumni in the lead. There was 
no further scoring during the game, although the Under-Grads made 
several good attempts. 

Although we cannot call this season a success, we have laid a good 
foundation for next year’s team. With the loss of only one regular 
and the recovery of our former back, Tessier, we hope to accomplish 
much more in the football world than we did this year. Right here we 
wish to commend the boys for the fine spirit they have shown through- 
out the season. 

BASKETBALL 

This is our first attempt at having a school basketball team. Man- 
ager Thomas has arranged a hard schedule, which the team hopes to 
earry out ereditably. There are to be a first team and second team 
which shall play the same schedule with the first and second teams, re- 
spectively, of other competing schools. 
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HOPE 
Can I by effort 
Drag myself from the rut? 
Can I by faith 
Make myself what I’m not? 


“T ean if I will’’ 
Comes straight from my heart. 
It gives me new hope 
And courage to start. 
—Harriett Kennedy, ’26 
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A Merry Christmas and A Happy N ew Year 
to all our Subscribers 


ON OUR M. H. 8. CHRISTMAS TREE | 


A vacuum cleaner for Goodale, to help him keep his desk in order. 

A saw-horse for Mr. Tillson, so that he can keep busy in his many 
idle hours. 

A jumping jack for Pearson, so that he may amuse himself in class 
time. 

Brand new curtains to Miss Allen for Room 6. (Could ee stand 
the shock of the surprise ?). 

To each girl in Senior Math. a beautiful DeLuxe edition of her most 
beloved Math. book. | 

An alarm clock to Helen Alger. (We wonder why.) 
A cap and bells for Lizotte, because they would become him so ~ 
sweetly. | 

And, oh yes! That new high school building! 


Compliments of 


L. O. ATWOOD, 


Rock, Mass. 


Insure With 
THOMAS & WESTON | 
for DR. A. W. CUNNINGHAM 


ervice 
ecurity Dentist 


atisfaction . 


Compliments of 
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NORTHEASTERN UNIVERSITY 
DAY SCHOOL OF 
BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION 


Confers the Degree of 


Bachelor of Business Administration 
in 
Finance, Retailing, Marketing, Accounting 
Sales-Management, Industrial Manage- 


ment, Merchandising 


IT IS A SCHOOL, WHERE 


You and the Faculty work together as equals, man to men. 


You share definite responsibility in moulding the traditions 
of the School. 


‘You have exceptional opportunity for athletics and recre- 
ation. 


You study business by analyzing actual problems of busi- 
ness. 


You study business with the help of eminent executives, 
through addresses, personal conferences, and business 
surveys. 
Pee VELOP THAT STRAIGHT THINKING 
WHICH BUSINESS DEMANDS 


For a catalog or further information about the school 
Address 
Turner F. Garner, Dean 
Northeastern University 
School of Business Administration 


moetan Y.M.C. A. Boston 17, Mass. 


E. B. LOVELL 
District Manager 


Chamberlain & Burnham, Inc. 


Largest Real Estate Clearing House 
in New England 
29 Barden Hill Rd. Tel. 93-M 


Middleboro, Mass. 


Teens Seas 


DAN BESSE 
L. S. & D. and Walk-over Shoes 


A Good Line cf Men’s Shoes and 


Hunting Boots 


ote DOUCHE R 


Paints and Varnishes 


370 Centre St. Tel. 333-M 


Gold Fish and Globes 
Wanted—Antiques of all kinds 


STUDLEY & DREW 


27 No. Main St. Tel. 325-M 


A. J. PASZTOR 
Ice Cream and Confectionery 


25 Centre St. Middleboro, Mass. 


Compliments of 


PERKINS’ GARAGE 


Lakeville 


RALPH BASSETT 


Electrician 


Radio Supplies 


Fixtures and Lamps 


JAMES L. JENNEY 


Coal 


Vine St. 


ee LN ee ee 


Made in Middleboro 


RIPE’ S 


NEMASKET and VICTORY CHOCOLATES 


Compliments of | Compliments of 


CLASS 1926 | CLASS 1927 


Harris: “‘Say, Fat, were you trying to catch that train?’’ 


H. Johnstone, (puffing) : ‘‘Oh, no, I was merely chasing it out of 
the station.”’ 


Established 1852 Compliments of 


The 


E. M. JOHNSON, 
MIDDLEBORO GAZETTE 


Ph ist 
Your Local Paper armacis 


Subscription $2.50 per year Everett Square 


GEORGE E. DOANE 


The Hardware Man 
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Compliments of 


BAILEY’S GARAGE 


Middleboro, Mass. 


Shurtleft ‘“Who’s been Sg you?”’ 
Ruth: ‘‘ Just Auntie.’’ 
Shurtleff: ‘‘ Well, Auntie left his pipe ae 


~ Compliments of 


THOMAS & BENN 


Plumbers 


Aue 


Compliments of ats FARRAR'S- 


MIDDLEBOROUGH TRUST | Ice Cream "Home made C 
Tobacco” i ‘Cigars 


Same ane: | 7 ; Everett Sa Tel, a 35 | 


eae Sere Ce Ee ieee oe 


STUDEBAKER SERVICE STATION 
Studebaker Cars 


Fisk and Goodrich Tires, Accessories 
Repairing, Livery 
Telephone 452 Middleboro Everett Square 


C. P. WASHBURN 


Grain Elevator 


Centre St. | helix 107-W. 


Lil Nielsen: *‘I thought you said this was a good ear! It won’t 
even climb the hill!’’ | 
Wheeler: ‘‘I said ‘On the level it’s a good ear!’ ”’ 


ROLL ROOFINGS 


We buy in Carload Lots and pass the benefit along to our customers. | 


A full line on hand at all times. 
Let us figure anything you may need in anything in Building Materials. 


SEARS LUMBER CO. 


Compliments of Compliments of 


CLASS 1928 CLASS 1929 


Eat and Be Merry at BOB’S LUNCH 


THE SACHEM 


Insure 
and 
Be Sure 


H. S. WOOD, 
Thatcher’s Row 


HOMESTEAD GROCERY 


Service and Quality - 


Telephone 410 


A linguist was asked how many modern tongues he nae mastered. 
‘All except that of my wife and my mother-in-law.’ 


WILLIAMS’ 
SPECIALTY SHOP 


and 


HORSMAN, THE TAILOR 
New Ryder Block 


MIDDLEBORO CLOTHING. 


CO: 


Good Clothing at Popular Prices - 


Hart Schaffner & Marx Suits and 
Overcoats 


Holeproof Hosiery 


| Tel. 1. 361- M 


HARRY R. BELMONT 
Teacher of Trumpet 


Agent for “Vega” and “T & O” 
Musical Instruments 


| 


Compliments of 


WILLIAM EGGER 


We fit your home in a satisfactory 


Ake B RANKS 


Kat and Be Merry 


at BOB'S LUNCH 


EBOROUGH mT LIB 


LL 
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To Our Advertisers: 


We wish to extend our sincere 
thanks for their patronage in 


support of this magazine. 


The Sachem Staff: 


. Compliments of 


HI-Y CLUB 


THE YOUNG MEN’S CHRISTIAN ASSOCIATION 


7. 


It’s Easy to Own a Ford. | 


$100.00 down. 


18 months to pay. 


- Any model. |} 


RAND MOTOR SALES CO. 


OVERLAND and 


WILLYS-KNIGHT | 


CARS 


MAXIM MOTOR CO. 


Distributors for Plymouth and Barnstable Counties 
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